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From  the  Young  Church  in  Pittsburgh  lo  the  World 


HAVE  YOU  HEARD 
THE  GOOD  NEWS? 

viet  nam,  cambodia,  the  draft,  ecology,  black  white,  the  campus,  pornography 
womens  liberation,  pigs,  the  establishment,  the  middle  east,  drugs,  crime, 

ARE  YOU  AS  TIRED  OF  HEARING  ABOUT  IT  AS  WE  ARE? 


DOES  THE  WORLD  HAVE  YOU  IN  A  HEAD  LOCK? 
how  would  you  like  to  start  all  over  again? 

THERE  IS  A  WAY! 

For  if  a  man  is  in  cbrist  he  becomes  a  new  person  altogetber- 
tbe  past  is  finished  and  gone,  everything  has  become  fresh  and  new. 
THE  CHRIST 
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JESUS  CHRIST 
IS  LORD 

For  a  long  time  men  have  been  searching  for 
the  "Good"  that  they  might  worship  it  and 
give  it  their  lives.  There  has  also  been  the  hope 
and  the  confidence  that  the  "Good"  would 
ultimately  triumph,  despite  the  testimony  of 
war  and  suffering  and  death,  loneliness  and 
despair.  The  deepest  yearning  of  man  is  to 
share  in  the  "Good"  and  be  lifted  with  it  to  a 
vague  victory,  perhaps  in  this  life,  perhaps  in  a 
life  to  come.  The  deepest  fear  of  man  is  that 
"Evil"  might  indeed  be  ultimate,  that  no  one 
can  outlast  its  reign,  that  life  is  therefore, 
absurd. 

Christians  are  those  who  have  discovered 
that  the  "Good"  is  Jesus  Christ  and  that  his 
triumph  in  history  is  a  fore-runner  of  our  own 
if  we  are  His  disciples.  He  is  the  "first-fruits"  of 
the  New  Order.  "As  members  of  a  sinful  race 
all  men  die;  as  members  of  the  Christ  of  God 
all  men  shall  be  raised  to  life,  each  in  his  proper 
order,  with  Christ  the  very  first  and  after  him 
all  who  belong  to  him  when  he  comes."  (I 
Corinthians  15:22,  23.)  This  is  the  scriptural 
insight  into  the  present  world  kingdom 
consisting  of  sin  and  death,  and  the  kingdom  of 

Christ  consisting  of  resurrection  and  life.  This 
is  the  victory  statement  of  the  community  of 
faiths— those  who  have  based  their  lives  on  the 
incredible  belief  that  Jesus  Christ  is  Lord, 

In  his  book  OK  HUMAN  BONDAGE 
Somerset  Maughan  has  quoted  this  analysis  of 
mankind:  "Man's  home,  he  suffers  and  he 
dies."  Suffering,  in  other  words,  is  lord  for  a 
while  until  it  culminates  in  death,  Despite  hii 
obvious  potential,  man  never  does  reign,  except 
in  the  pseudo-kingdom  that  he  has  devised  to 
give  him  the  sensation  of  kingship.  If  the  above 
analysis  is  correct,  man  has  two  basic 
alternatives.  He  can  accept  his  world  and  live  in 
despair  or  he  can  pretend.  He  can  become  a 
pretender  to  the  throne.  This  latter  approach  ll 
encouraged  by  our  society,  especially  when  e 
man  has  the  means  to  surround  himself  with 
some   pretty  powerful   remainders    .1  kingship. 

His  home  is  his  ensile  and  iiis  ear  a  chariot,  Hi 
buys  the  king  size  of  everything.  And  svei 

ioi    he  mu  .i  ite  from  the 

slaver)  ol  every  day  so  ha  will  retain  in  his  lif. 
some  remnant  of  kingship,  perhaps  one  fun 
suit  of  clothes,  perhaps  a  second-hand  Cadillac, 
or  one  room  in  his  house  where  lie  is  sovereign 
or  the  "champagne  of  bottled  ale."  And  if  he 
can't  in  Ins  "null!"  mind  ascend  the  throne,  h, 
will  get  drunk  or  high  by  any  means  at  hand. 
Of  course  all  of  the  examples  listed  and  many 
more  are  escapes  either  subtle  oi  overt,  None 
of  the  approaches  to  life  that  the  abov* 
characterize  is  realistic  or  honest 

But  what  of  the  joy  and  optionism  of  the 
Christian?  Is  it  realistic''  Or  is  the  h 
Christian  one  who  lives  in  his  own  fan 
world-just  as  artificial  as  the  make  1 
world  of  materialism,  drugs,  free  love,  etc?  In 
other  words,  is  the  Christian  faith  based  on  a 
person's  imagination  or  on  historical  la. 
Jesus  Christ  Lord  because  the  collectivi 
counsel  of  the  Church  has  elected  Him,  or  is  He 
Lord  because  the  God  of  the  universe  has 
appointed  Him?  This  question  is  crucial.  If 
Jesus  is  Lord  because  of  me,  because  I  submit 
to  Him,  and  only  to  the  extent  that  my 
obedience  (perhaps  to  an  imaginary  ruler  ;| 
validates  His  lordship,  then  the  Christian  along 
with  the  rest  of  mankind  suffers  the  ultimate 
verdict  of  history:  death.  Jesus  Christ  retains 
his  lordship  until  history  intervenes  and 
shatters  our  delusions.  But  if  the  God  of  the 
universe  has  exalted  Christ  to  the  position  of 
authority  over  history,  then  the  verdict  is  the 
exact  opposite.  The  cycle  of  birth,  suffering, 
and  death  is  lord  until  Christ  intervenes  and 
shatters  the  pattern  of  history. 

Whether  this  belief  is  naive  is  a  question  that 
no  one  can  answer  except  by  faith.  You  must 
base  your  life  on  faith,  either  that  death  is  lord 
or  that  Christ  is  lord.  Who  is  to  say,  which  is 
naive?  Who  is  trying  to  escape?  Is  the  Christian 
who  accepts  this  life,  with  all  of  ite  despair, 
along  with  the  hope  that  we  will  and  are 
triumphing  over  its  suffering  and  death— is  he 
the  escapist?  Or  is  the  person  who  believes  only 
in  this  life  and  then  tries  to  find  some  shelter 
from  its  oppression— is  he  the  escapist?  Which 
are  you?  One  thing  is  clear.  You  ARE  a  man  of 
faith,  one  way  or  the  other,  whether  you  like  it 
or  NOT. 


"A  LETTER  TO  THE  CHRISTIANS 
"YOUTH  CITY  A  VISION  OF  TODA  Y" 

"The  Lord  has  given  me  a  Vision".  Since  my  Lord  and  Savior  Jesus  Christ  saved  me  from  all  my  sins,  which  were 
many.  He  washed  them  away.  With  his  Precious  Blood.  Then  filled  me  with  his  Precious  Holy  Ghost,  I  William  J. 
O'Neil  Jr.  am  now  a  new  creature.  I  no  longer  have  any  desire  to  do  the  wrong  that  pulled  me  down  before. 

I  was  not  saved  of  my  own  doing,  it  was  the  Lord  and  Grace  of  my  Jesus  that  saved  me.  My  Jesus  belongs  to  you 
and  your  children,  if  you  will  only  believe  and  receive  him.  I  found  in  my  life  I  had  failed  in  all  my  ways  and  be 
divided  from  my  friends  and  family  before  I  could  realize  that  I  was  lost.  We  are  all  poor  lost  sinners  many  of  the 
young  adults  of  Pittsburgh,  are  realizing  they  are  lost  now.  We  as  adults  have  looked  down  on  them  for  different 
reasons. 

Man  y  who  are  on  the  streets  are  "Branded",  with  all  kinds  of  names  just  because  we  don 't  understand  their  dress 
and  thinking.  This  is  bringing  about  the  separation  of  the  young  and  adults.  Yet  because  of  this  separation  many  of 
today's  youth  are  for  the  first  time  finding  their  true  loved  Jesus  Christ  who  never  rejects  them  for  any  reason.  Jesus 
did  not  come  to  save  the  righteous  but  the  poor  lost  sinners. 

I  am  forty  140)  years  old  and  Black,  of  which  I  am  truly  proud  to  be.  I  am  married  and  live  with  my  wife  and  son. 
The  Lord  has  called  me  and  sent  me  to  do  his  will  and  not  my  own.  I  am  constantly  in  the  company  of  the  youth  of 
Pittsburgh  who  have  separated  from  home.  I  find  them  to  be  lost  and  searching.  Their  search  is  bringing  them  closer 
to  their  true  love.  Once  they  do  find  their  true  love  they  will  find  him  to  be  the  only  "Begotten  Son  of  God  our 
Lord  and  Savior  Jesus  Christ".  I  truly  believe  this  is  why  God  has  given  me  this  vision  of  "Youth  City"  in  the  parks. 
The  parks  is  where  most  youths  go  in  the  summer,  when  they  are  searching  for  peace.  Spending  all  most  half  of  the 
summer  with  them  last  year  I  found  they  were  searching  in  the  wrong  direction.  They  had  no  choice  as  God  gave  to 
all  of  us  I  believe  that  if  all  of  us  provide  proper  free  entertainment,  and  a  choice  of  some  good  things  to  find  in  the 
parks.  Many  newcomers  will  not  turn  out  like  some  did  last  year.  Many  of  the  young  Christians  can  sit  with  them 
and  tell  them  about  the  love,  that  they  have  found  when  they  found  Jesus  as  their  personal  Savior.  We  who  are 
Christians  must  stand  up  and  fight  the  Devil  back  with  power.  All  youths  and  those  concerned  for  the  young  people 
can  do  something  about  this  fust  by  pledging  your  personal  and  financial  support  to  "Youth  City". 

Youth  City 
William  J.  O'Neil  Jr.,  President 
PS.  The  only  solution  to  the  Drug  Addiction  is  the  blood  of  Jesus  Christ,  which  washes  one  whiter  than  snow.  I 
know,  I  was  hooked  for  five  years. 

Your  human  brother 

William  J.  O'Neil  Jr. 

Born  again  believer  of  Jesus  Christ 

In  our  effort  to  be  a  clearing  house  tor  the  work  of  Christ  here  in  Pittsburgh,  we  publish  this  letter  from  our  brother 

Bill  O'Neil  to  aid  in  his  vision. 


The  witness  of  the  New  Testament  is  that 
Jesus  Christ  is  Lord  of  history— not  just  of 
church  history.  Some  day  his  Lordship  will 
become  clear  to  all  the  world.  At  the  present  it 
is  clear  to  those  who  believe  and  in  their  lives  it 
is  already  becoming  an  objective  reality. 
Wherever  he  is  exercising  his  Lordship  the  new 
creation  is  emerging. 

My  personal  testimony  is  that  the  New 
Order  is  finding  a  place  in  my  life.  Wherever  I 
am  recognizing  the  fact  of  His  Lordship  I  am 
seeing  the  results.  The  peace  and  the  joy,  the 
victory  over  daily  frustrations,  the  growing 
'  onfidem  ,     lor    neighbors,    the 

conquest  over  loneliness  and  boredom— these 
are  the  daily  evidences  that  confirm  my  faith 
that  Jesus  Christ  is  Lord. 

Because  I  believe  that,  I  am  free  to  enter 
Into  life.  1  am  not  constrained  by  the  fear  of 
Uttering  and  death.  My  life  does  not  consist  of 
a  daily  attempt  to  forget  my  fate  in  the  vain 
pursuit  of  kingship.  Jesus  is  the  first-fruits  of 
the  New  Order  because  He  is  the  first  to  pass 
through  and  triumph  over  the  old  order.  Death 
has  given  way  to  His  victory.  In  Jesus  Christ 
the  "Good"  has  defeated  the  "Evil"  for  all 
eternity  A  disciple  is  one  who  has  discovered 
that  this  triumph  is  not  vague  and  impersonal. 
It  can  be  appropriated  by  individuals  in  a  real 
and  daily,  experience  by  submission  to  the 
authority  of  Jesus,  by  obedience  to  His  Word 
as  it  is  found  in  the  scripture. 

I  commend  to  you  this  life  of  discipleship  as 
the  only  honest  alternative  to  the  lordship  of 
death  and  evU.  Some  day,  when  Christ  returns 
to  claim  His  Kingdom  "every  knee  shall  bow" 
and  "every  tongue  shall  confess  that  Jesus 
Christ  is  the  Lord."  (Philippians  2:10,11).  For 
the  present,  I  live  by  faith  that  that  day  is 
coming  and  that  my  deepest  instinctive 
longings  will  be  fulfilled.  I  put  my  full 
confidence  in  the  things  I  hope  for;  I  am 
certain  of  things  I  cannot  see.  (Hebrews  111) 

Where  is  your  confidence?  Boy  what  faith 
do  you  live?  If  you  say  that  the  Jesus  Christ  of 
the  New  Testament  could  not  possibly  be  Lord 
of  a  history  that  has  produced  the  evil  and 
chaos  of  our  day,  I  challenge  you  to  give  Him 
your  life.  Then  you  will  find  that  He  truly  is 
Lord  for  out  of  the  evil  of  your  own  being  He 
will  bring  forth  righteousness,  and  out  of  the 
chaos  of  your  own  existence  He  will  create  His 
New  Order. 

Bill 


¥*******+****¥+*¥****+****#** 


-X 

* 


n  if 


* 
* 

* 
* 
* 
* 

* 

* 

Every  Day  gets  just  a  little  shorter,  J 

don't  you  think?  + 

Take  a  look  around  you  and  you'll  see  just  + 

what  I  mean.  * 

People  go  to  come  together  J 

Not  just  out  of  fear.  « 

Where  do  we  go,  * 
Where  do  we  go, 
Where  do  we  go  from  here? 


where  do  we  go  from  here 


Try  to  find  a  better  place, 

But  soon  its  all  the  same. 

But  what  you  thought  was  a  paradise 

Is  not  just  what  it  seems. 

The  more  I  look  around,  I  find 

The  more  I  have  to  fear. 

Where  do  we  go, 

Where  do  we  go, 

Where  do  we  go  from  here? 


t 

* 

* 

* 
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I  know  it's  hard  for  you  to  change  your  way  £ 

of  Life. 
I  know  it's  hard  for  you  to  do. 
The  world  is  full  of  people  dying  to  be  free 
So  if  you  don't  my  friend  there's  no  life 

for  you, 
Nowhere  for  me. 
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Let's  all  get  together  soon. 

Before  it  is  too  late. 

Forget  about  the  past  and  let  your  feelings 

fade  away 
If  you  do  I'm  sure  you'll  see  the  end  is  not 

yet  near. 
Where  do  we  go. 
Where  do  we  go. 
Where  do  we  go  from  here! 

Chicago 


FREE  AT  LAST 


FREE  AT  LAST 
by  Dwight  Kellogg 

I  was  born  in  Boston,  Massachusetts,  in  1926.  I 
was  the  last  of  three  children.  My  two  sisters  and 
I  lived  in  a  four  storied  house  in  Back  Bay  which, 
even  at  that  time,  was  exclusive  and  smacked  of 
proper  Bostonianism.  My  Parents,  dad  a  doctor, 
and  mom  a  surgical-nurse,  were  "good"  and  our 
early  years  normal. 

My  oldest  sister,  looking  back  to  memories  of 
my  childhood,  relates  that  I  was  "a  good  little 
boy".  And  so  I  guess  I  was  until  I  was  about  five. 
At  that  time  I  had  developed  a  wandering  urge  in 
that  I  was  hard  to  find  when  it  was  time  to  retire 
from  the  beach  or  playground  and  sometimes  I 
would  be  found  by  a  passerby  or  police  officer 
and  returned  to  my  home. 

I  don't  think  my  parents  were  so  much 
disturbed  at  my  getting  among  the  lost  from  time 
to  time,  but  when  I  developed  this  habit  into  a 
running  away  from  home  which  matured  into 
staying  away  overnight,  then  my  parents  put  their 
medical  and  caring  heads  together  and  decided 
that  I  was  not  adjusting  to  family  life  and  norms 
of  growing  up. 

At  age  seven,  or  so,  I  had  gained  the  ability  to 
steal  monies  from  purses,  pockets  and  cupboard 
shelves.  .  .1  was  like  a  magnet  when  it  came  to 
"borrowing  money".  At  about  that  time  too  I 
was  in  the  feeble  role  of  finding  out  what  it  took 
to  be  a  burglar.  .  .1  became  rather  good  as  the 
years  went  by.  All  the  while  my  concerned 
parents  consulted  one  another. 

Alas,  one  morning,  hand  in  my  mother's,  I  was 
taken,  by  foot,  to  the  Kenmore  Square  offices  of 
Dr.  Thom,  psychiatrist.  This  was  the  first  of 
several  visits  to  this  eminent  Dr.  Thom,  now 
passed  away,  and  as  a  fitting  memorial  to  his 
work  there  is  in  Boston,  on  Berkeley  Street,  the 
"Douglas  Thom  Child  Clinic". 

Anyway,  the  good  doctor,  commiserated  with 
both  mother  and  I  and,  I  think,  stated  that 
whereas  my  dad  wanted  me  to  go  to  medical 
school  and  mom  wanted  West  Point  as  my  goal, 
this  would  be  accomplished  and  that  what  I  was 
going  through  now,  while  most  disturbing,  could 
be  overcome  by  the  time  I  was  twenty  one. 

I  came  to  the  attention  of  the  Boston  Juvenile 
Courts  at  about  age  ten.  Their  contention  was 
that  while  I  was  the  very  young  son  of  a  doctor 
and  appeared  sort  of  gifted,  excusing  the  running 
away  and  stealing  and  burglaries,  I  was  in  need  of 
supervision. 

My  first  away  from  home  therapy  was  at  the 
expense  of  The  New  England  Home  For  Little 
Wanderers,  Cheney  Jones,  proprieter.  I  stayed  at 
Mr.  Jone's  establishment  for  some  few  months 
but  after  taking  my  leave  a  few  times, 
unannounced  and  with  some  of  their  money  on 
occasion,  I  was  elevated  to  a  a  training  school  in 
New  York  where  I  broke  records  for  absconding 
and  was  beaten  severely  for  my  effort. 

It  was  while  I  was  at  this  reform  school  that 
my  father  passed  away.  My  last  leaving  from  this 
school  got  me  as  far  as  Springfield,  Mass.  and  into 
their  rather  old  police  headquarter's  and  a  cell 
therein.  My  mother  came  the  next  day  and  I  was 
taken  back  to  the  home  of  the  bean  and  cod. 

In  Roxbury  Juvenile  Ct.  it  was:  "put  him  in  a 
state  home  and  send  him  to  the  Judge  Baker 
Foundation."  The  home  was  in  Dorchester  and 
there  I  was  most  unmanageable,  enough  to  be 
sent  to  another  in  Ouincev. 

The    Judge    Baker    Foundation,    Beacon    St., 


Boston  proved  to  be  a  place  that  I  visited  three 
times  a  week  for  over  a  year  and  where  Dr. 
Gardner  explored  the  possibilities  of  my  sanity 
for  an  hour  each  session  with  the  hope  that  he 
could  remedy  my  problem.  My  memory  of  Dr. 
Gardner:  had  a  deformed  foot,  smoked  Camel 
cigarettes  which  he  would  never  give  to  me  when 
1  asked  for  one,  and  must  have  written  volumes. 

However,  I  continued  to  be  a  problem  and  it 
was  soon  off  to  Lyman  Industrial  School  at 
Westboro  where  1  escaped  twice.  During  my 
second  escape  from  Lyman  I  managed  to  visit  the 
State  of  Maine  where  I  plied  my  trade  of  burglar 
and  was  arrested  one  Sunday  afternoon  after 
ransacking  ten  or  so  estates  in  South  West  Harbor. 
The  judge  not  knowing  that  I  was  a  fugitive  from 
Mass.  committed  me  to  the  So.  Portland  School 
for  Boys. 

About  a  month  after  my  stay  at  So.  Portland, 
lo,  one  evening  I  was  taken  down  to  the 
administration  offices  and  was  there  claimed  by 
the  Mass.  authorities.  Back  to  Mass.  I  went  but 
not  to  Lyman.  Instead  I  was  sent  to  Shirley 
Industrial  School  at  Shirley,  which  was  a  reform 
school  for  slightly  older  youths. 

During  my  stay  at  Shirley  I  managed  to  escape 
twice  and  during  the  second  escape  once  more 
repaired  to  the  New  England  State  of  Maine 
where  I  stayed  at  large  for  two  months.  Caught 
once  again  I  was  this  time  sentenced  to  the  So. 
Windham  Reformatory  at  So.  Windham. 

After  nine  months  and  two  escapes  I  was 
transferred  to  the  Maine  State  Prison  at 
Thomaston  where  I  completed  the  balance  of  a 
zip-five  year  sentence.  I  left  Thomaston  on 
warrants  to  West  Hartford  Conn,  where  I  was 
given  a  suspended  sentence  and  placed  on 
probation  which  I  was  permitted  to  do  in  Boston. 

Returning  to  Boston  I  was  placed  in  the  Boston 
Psychopathic  Hospital  for  attempted  suicide  and 
after  shock  treatments  was  released  after  three 
months  to  an  out  patient  status.  My  probation 
officer  was  sympathetic  and  I  was  allowed  my 
freedom. 

Two  months  later  I  was  back  to  my  old  ways 
and  one  night  while  burglarizing  a  house  in 
Lexington,  Mass.,  I  was  confronted  by  the  return 
of  the  family  whose  house  I  was  in.  The  mother 
who  was  first  to  discover  me  saw  me  at  a 
disadvantage.  She  slmost  fainted  when  she  saw  me 
pointing  a  gun  at  her  and  cautioning  her  to  tell 
her  husband  and  daughter  to  all  come  into  their 
livin  groom. 

I  took  them  from  their  house  shortly  after  than 
and  had  them  drive  away  from  the  neighborhood 
after  which  I  let  the  mother  and  daughter  out  of 
the  car  and  then  had  the  husband  drive  to  another 
part  of  Boston  where  I  released  him. 
Apprehended  about  thirty-six  hours  later  I  was 
held  for  a  month  in  the  Northampton  County  Jail 
and  then  returned  to  Boston  where  I  was 
sentenced  to  a  total  of  55-77  years  at  the  Mass. 
State  Prison  at  Charlestown. 

I  was  released  from  Charlestown  seven  years 
later  on  a  parole.  Six  months  later  I  stole  a  car 
and  left  the  state.  Picked  up  in  New  Jersey  some 
three  weeks  later  and  after  seven  stolen  cars  and 
numerous  burglaries  I  was  sent  to  the  New  Jersey 
State  Prison  at  Trenton  for  five  years.  I  was 
paroled  again  and  finished  that  parole  in  New 
York  City. 

One  month  after  getting  off  parole  I  was  back 
in  trouble  for  auto-theft,  burglary  and  robbery.  1 
was  sent  to  Clinton  Prison  at  Dannemora,  N.Y. 
for  five  to  ten  years.  After  finishing  five  years  of 
this  sentence  I  was  paroled  to  New  York  City  and 
hopefully  to  finish  the  remaining  five  years  of  my 
sentence.  My  parole  plan  allowed  me  to  get  a  job 
on  my  own  and  my  plan  for  a  place  to  stay  was 
finally  achieved  by  a  friend. 

The  first  night  I  stayed  with  my  older  sister 
and  the  next  morning  I  made  my  initial  report  to 
the  parole  division.  After  leaving  the  parole 
offices  I  wended  my  way  to  an  address  on  the 
Lower-East-Side  of  Manhattan  where  I  was  to 
take  up  residence  with  an  organization  called 
YOUNG  LIFE  CAMPAIGN  and  to  see  the 
director. 

I  had  never  heard  of  Y.L.  and  had  some  vague 
thoughts  about  it  as  I  arrived  at  the  address,  an 
old  tenement  building  of  five  floors.  The  director, 
some  years  my  junior,  spoke  with  me  and  I  was 
later  taken  by  another  staff  man  to  one  of  the 
four  apartments  that  Y.L.  maintained  in  the 
building. 

That  first  evening  I  remember  quite  well.  Each 
apartment  comprised  two  medium  sized  rooms 
and  a  bath.  There  were  generally  four  guys  to  an 
apartment  and  at  times  one  or  two  more. 

Anyway,  that  first  evening  as  I  lay  in  the  lower 
bunk  of  a  double  bunk  bed  I  had  occasion  to 
meet  the  other  three  occupants.  Eddie  S., 
seventeen,  Puerto  Rican,  messed  up  at  home, 
school  and  with  himself.  Joey  D.,  Italian, 
twenty-one,  trying  to  get  off  hard  drugs  and  had  a 


mother  who  said:  "Joey,  you  can  never  get  off 
drugs."  "Wayout  Willy",  Irish,  sixteen,  one  of  the 
youngest  alcholics  ever,  he  and  got  picked  up  once 
the  roof  of  a  church  in  Queens  with  a 
friend. .  .both  drunk. 

During  the  first  few  days  with  Y.L. ,  I  met  the 
rest  of  the  staff  which  numbered  three  and  the 
rest  of  the  kids.  I  soon  learned  that  I  was  the 
oldest  guy  there  and  in  a  way  it  set  me  apart  being 
thirty-seven.  Also,  in  the  tenement  building  there 
were  prostitutes  and  drug  pushers  and  users. 

I  oriented  myself  as  soon  as  possible  as  to  what 
Y.L.  was  and  found  that:  "Y.L.  is  an  organization 
of  people  who  are  interested  in  the  teenage 
person.  They  recognize  that  growing  up  into 
adulthood  has  its  problems,  and  that  many 
factors  in  our  present-day  culture  intensify  those 
problems.  Young  people  are  looking  for  purpose 
and  meaning  in  life.  They  want  to  "find 
themselves"  and  find  a  worthwhile  place  in  their 
world.  Y.L.  believes  that,  to  reach  an  adequate 
answer,  the  young  person  needs  to  know  and 
understand  the  Christian  faith. 

Its  purpose  is  to  acquaint  the  teenager  with  the 
person  of  Jesus  Christ  and  His  relation  to 
everyday  life,  in  terms  and  circumstances  that  are 
familiar.  There  is  never  any  coercion  nor  purely 
emotional  appeal.  No  church  or  denomination 
sponsors  Y.L.,  although  many  local  churches 
support  it.  Young  people  of  any  faith  or  no  faith 
and  of  any  race,  are  welcome." 

1  also  found  out  that  Y.L.  was  all  over  the 
country  and  in  some  other  countries  as  well  and 
that  the  unit  I  was  with  was  considered  "inner 
city"  as  opposed  to  the  much  larger  suburban 
work. 

I  started  to  eat  four  nights  a  week  with  the  rest 
of  the  guys  and  staff  at  a  local  church  which 
provided  us  with  a  full  course  balanced  dinner  for 
a  dollar  a  head.  We  used  to  eat  with  the  priests 
and  anyone  else  that  was  there. 

It  was  really  great  listening  to  everyone  and 
finding  for  the  first  time  that  clergymen  were  not 
so  much  different  from  me  with  the  exception  of 
course  that  they  had  a  spiritual  life.  Y.L.  had 
"club"  every  Monday  evening  down  in  the  gym  of 
this  church  where  a  bunch  of  teenagers  (a  few 
were  older,  such  as  myself)  and  the  leaders  (staff) 
would  get  together  and  sing  and  have  a  "skit" 
(minutes  in  suburbia)  and  there  would  be 
announcements  (trips,  weekend  camps,  dances, 
etc.)  and  then  a  leader  would  get  up  in  front  of 
the  crowd  and  give  a  talk  about  Jesus  Christ  (I  used 
to  call  this  the  Jr.  Billy  Graham). 

I  used  to  sit  out  in  the  audience  and  smoke 
cigarettes.  It  was  the  first  time  in  my  life  that  I 
used  to  sing.  .  .really  sing  without  being  self 
conscious  of  it.  The  skits  use  to  make  me  laugh 
and  I  always  looked  forward  to  them  even  if  they 
weren't  put  together  well. 

But  it  was  "the  rap"  about  Jesus  Christ  that  I 
really  dug.  I  knew  the  guys  who  were  talkirg 
about  Christ  and  I  knew  for  a  fact  that  thiy 
believed  that  Christ  was  alive  and  in  them,  .n 
some  capacity,  and  they  were  practicing  what 
they  were  preaching.  .  .they  were  trying  to  live  a 
Christ  life.  .  .they  sometimes  made  mistakes  but 
they  were  beautiful. .  .there  was  something 
unusual  about  these  guys.  .  .they  were 
different.  .  .1  watched  them  for  over  two 
years.  .  .they  didn't  change  much. .  .they 
grew.  .  .1  continued  to  watch. 

I  lived  in  the  apartment  for  six  months  and 
then  got  mv  own  apartment  a  block  away.  During 
this  time  I  was  working  as  a  security  guard  in  the 
largest  shore  center  for  seamen  in  the  world  and 
reporting  to  my  parole  agent  on  a  regular  basis. 

One  afternoon  at  work  I  was  given  a  subpoena 
for  my  appearance  in  court  to  answer  charges  that 
I  assaulted  a  seaman  and  had  caused  him  to  be 
hospitalized  for  broken  ribs.  I  told  my  boss  who 
was  an  ex  city  police  lieutenant  and  he  proceeded 
to  stand  by  me  and  at  the  court  hearing  I  found 
that  I  had  some  friends  that  didn't  believe  I  had 
done  this.  The  only  thing  wrong  was  that  I  had. 

The  judge  listened  to  the  evidence  and  told  all 
parties  to  be  back  in  court  in  three  weeks  and 
that  the  seaman  should  engage  an  attorney.  I  got 
very  scared  and  could  picture  myself,  without  too 
much  difficulty,  behind  bars  again. 

At  9:30  on  the  morning  that  I  was  to  be  back 
in  court  I  was  in  a  Washington,  D.C.  shuttle 
plane.  .  .1  fled.  It  was  from  Wash,  to  Detroit  for  a 
few  days  and  then  a  night  flight  to  Chicago  and 
San  Francisco  where  I  stayed  for  a  month, 
month. 

One  afternoon  in  my  motel  room  I  was 
watching  a  nationalized  TV  talk  show  and  one  of 
the  guests  I  knew.  The  interviewer  was  asking  her 
to  talk  about  her  life  which  was  pretty  bad  and 
full  of  booze  and  husbands.  But  something  had 
happened  to  her  to  alter  her  life 
dramatically. .  .Jesus  Christ.  I  watched  and 
listened  to  her.  In  a  way  I  felt  cheerful  because  I 
(continued  on  page  6) 
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letteRS. 


Dear  Christian, 

I  just  read  the  article  by  Andre  Kole  and  was 
very  convinced  I've  even  begun  to  make  some 
interpretations  of  my  own,  for  instance:  Andre 
speaks  of  "famines  and  plagues,"  predicted  in 
Revelation:  He  has  interpreted  there  as  a  result  of 
a  disaster  in  germ  warfare.  I  want  to  add  that  the 
famines  and  plagues  -  might  also  be  related  to 
the  population  explosion.  With  a  population 
increase,  standards  of  living  decrease.  Thus 
sanitation  is  a  greater  problem;  vectors  multiply. 
Humans,  starving,  are  more  susceptible  to  these 
diseases.  Malaria,  the  bubonic  plague  and  all  of 
war's  old-time  enemies,  are  impeded  by  medical 
science,  are  lurking,  waiting  to  begin  a  reversed 
multiplication.  Medicines  and  medical  facilities 
and  medical  personnel  will  become  more  scarce. 

In  Christ, 

Gates 

Tyler,  Texas 


Dear  Brothers, 

I  am  extremely  glad  to  find  that  you  recognize 
the  need  for  Christ  as  the  basis  for  activism  and 
revolution.  Changing  systems  or  tearing  down 
corrupt  institutions  cannot  bring  about  lasting 
peace  or  true  justice  unless  the  hearts  of 
individual  human  beings  are  transformed,  also. 
Rebirth  in  Christ  can  bring  about  a  change  in 
individuals  which  will  manifest  itself  in  love  and 
respect  for  all  men. 

I  sincerely  pray  that  God's  Spirit  will  guide  you 
in  your  attempts  to  spread  the  Word  and  actively 
witness  for  Christ.  May  you  continue  to  live  in  an 
awareness  of  God's  love. 

Yours  in  Peace, 

Gradie  Frederick 

Buckness  University 

Lewisburg,  Pa. 


Liberation  Staff: 

May  this  letter  serve  to  commend  you  for  your 
dare  and  relevant  publication  Liberation.  II  li  the 
unconventional  and  daring  response  that  is 
required  for  our  time. 

Your  clear  focus  on  Jesus  without  any 
reference  to  a  vested  Intersil  or  corporate 
"Christian"  enteral  i  <    I    beautiful. 

One  of  the  greatest  enen i  ol  the  revolution, 

ironically,  is  the  religious  leaders  and  their  neat 
little  systems  which  by  their  vers  structure  and 
design  deny  the  power  of  God  and  exploit  people 
while  at  the  same  time  passlfying  them  In 
believing  that  their  involvement  is  the  greatell 
service  to  God. 

In  His  army  and  yours  -  a  rebel  with  :i  . 

His  and  yours, 

Bud 

Washington,  D.C. 

Dear  Brothers: 

The  first  issue  of  Liberation  was  the  most 
exciting  thing  I've  seen  in  print  for  a  long  time,  I 
thank  Jesus  for  what  you're  doing  and  for  what 
he's  doing  through  you.  This  is  the  kind  of  stuff 
that  he  was  really  about! 

Tom 
Kansas  City,  Missouri 

Gentlemen: 

I  have  recently  been  given  a  copy  of  your  paper 
dated  Vol.  1,  No.  1.  It  is  the  greatest  thing  I  have 
seen  recently  for  turning  on  someone  who  is 
anti-church.  Keep  up  the  good  work! 

Thank  you  for  your  ministry.  May  He  be 
pleased  to  bless  it  abundantly,  beyond  all  that  we 
could  ask  or  think. 

In  Christ, 

Rev.  Peter  V.  Marsden 

Park  and  Lathrop  Streets 

West  Springfield,  Massachussets  01089 

Greetings!  "Liberation"— got  a  look  at  your 
sheet  a  few  days  ago,  I  liked  the  deal.  My  heart 
smiled  wide  as  my  eyes  saw  what  you  said. 
Hoped  that  maybe  you  could  send  me  a  copy, 
or  copies,  whichever  is  best  for  you— and  keep 
me  in  mind  as  you  do  more.  Jesus  is  alive  here 
in  the  lives  of  a  few.  It's  good  to  hear  of  his  life 
in  Pittsburgh.  Hey,  thanks  for  the  whatever, 
and  for  the  doing  of  the  paper.  Good  Hope. 
Give  Jesus— Tom 

College  Park 
Maryland 


Dear  Sir, 

Tuesday  I  was  given  a  copy  of  "Liberation 
and  have  read  it  with  a  feeling  that  can  only  be 
expressed  with  "Thank  God"  for  you  and  for  the 
sincerity  and  Tightness  of  your  conviction  and 
desire  to  reach  people-the  troubled,  confused, 
lost,  despairing  people  of  all  ages  who  are  looking 
and  looking  and  do  not  know  it  is  Christ  and  the 
truths  He  declared  and  demonstrated  that  is  being 
sought.  A  new  day  has  dawned  and  there  is  no 
middle  road.  The  drugs,  the  giving  up  of  self  for 
the  'not-self,  the  violence,  only  prolongs  the 
agony  and  anguish  and  the  slavery  of  the  spirit 
that  can  only  be  free  when  it  meets  and  walks 
with  the  spirit  that  is  Christ.  All  that  you  are 
talking  about  is  right  and  true.  It  does  no  good  to 
get  all  bogged  down  in  theological 
discussions— nor  to  side  step  the  truth  that  Christ 
is  The  Way,  nor  to  close  your  eyes  to  the  fact  that 
Christianity  as  we  know  it  is  far  removed  from 
the  teaching  of  Christ.  .  .  But  you  know  this  and  I 
do  not  mean  to  simply  repeat.  Just  continue  and 
don't  give  up.  It  is  people  like  you— and  it  is  only 
people  like  you  who  can  change  the  world— who 
CAN  save  it-who  CAN  bring  harmony  and  peace 
and  love  to  the  world  and  renew  the  hearts  and 
minds  and  lives  of  all.  The  whole  blue  print  is  in 
the  Gospel's— it's  all  there  for  those  who  have  ears 
to  hear  and  eyes  to  see— who  are  willing  to  be 
awakened. 

Your  work  and  efforts  will  draw  others  to 
you— those  who  have  and  are  searching  and 
finding  the  truth  quietly  within  themselves;  those 
who  have  felt  stirrings  but  haven't  come  across 
others— all  those  everywhere  who  consciously  but 
mostly  subconsciously  are  looking  for  exactly 
what  your  "Liberation"  paper  declares— the  truth. 

There  are  many,  many  groups  of  people  all 
over  the  nation  who  are  gathering  together  to 
learn  and  solidify  within  themselves  the  deep 
meanings  of  Christ's  teachings  that  they  may  live 
them  and  demonstrate  them  in  whatever 
circumstances  their  work  or  lives  might  present  to 
them.  And  not  through  preaching  or  judging  or 
condemning  others  but  by  just  living  and  loving 
and  trying  to  see  the  spirit  in  their  fellow 
man— even  as  it  is  in  self.  One  of  these  is  the 
A.R.E.  )Ass.  for  Research  and  Enlightment, 
headquarters  in  Virginia  Beach)  There  are  some 
thirty  'groups'  throughout  the  Pitts,  area.  Three 
years  ago  there  were  seven.  Thought  you  might  be 
interested  in  case  you  don't  know  about  them. 

Anyway  1  am  so  glad  I  was  handed  this  paper 
of  yours  and  simply  w&jotad  to  tell  you  and  thank 
you. 

Sincerely, 

Margaret 

Butler,  Pa. 


Dear  Sir: 

1    have   received   a  copy    of  your  newspaper, 
LIBERATION.   After  reading  the  publication,  I 
would  like  to  express  my  appreciation  to  you  for 
what  you  are  doing.  This  material  is  excellent. 
Thank  you  so  much. 

Yours  Sincerely, 

Davis  Bowen, 

Youth  Coordinator 

Division  of  Church  Programs 

Raleigh,  North  Carolina 

Dear  Bros  &  Sisters: 

I  enjoyed  and  shared  my  first  copy  of 
Liberation  with  many  of  my  friends  in  Van 
couver.  1  hope  you  will  be  able  to  send  me 
more  of  these.  1  will  support  you  as  I  am  able. 
Thanks  Again. 

Barney 
Vancouver,  B.C. 

Dear  Liberation 

It  was  really  great  to  see  your  paper. 
Liberation.  1  hope  and  am  praying  that  you 
continue  to  have  the  greatest  success  in  the 
outreach  of  the  printed  word.  The  thing  that 
really  impressed  me  is  that  you  are  of  a 
definite  mind  in  the  publication,  all  for  Jesus, 
and  yet  do  not  clutter  it  up  with  the  garbage  of 
either  the  left  or  the  right  theological  camps.  I 
hope  that  you  can  maintain  that  sharpness  and 
unity. 

We  are  praying  like  crazy  for  you  guys. 
Those  of  us  who  are  hearing  God's  call  for 
radical  commitment  really  dig  the  fact  that  all 
media  can  be  used  for  Him.  Your  paper  is  a 
great  example  of  one  media.  It  is,  I  hope,  the 
first  of  a  great  many  other  and  varied  thrusts  at 
the  world  to  call  them  to  the  greatest  and  most 
vital  leaders  of  all,  Jesus.  His  Spirit  is  with  you. 
Keep  your  ear  to  Him.  Keep  your  sharpness. 

Yours  in  Christ. 

Bob 

Minneapolis.  Minn. 


Friends  of  Jesus: 

It  was  with  the  joy  of  Liberation,  that  student 
of  my  eighth  grade  brought  in  a  copy  of 
LIBERATION  to  my  homeroom  religion  class 
here  at  St.  Wendelin's,  and  with  joy  that  it  was 
read  in  its  entirety  to  the  class.  .  .it  is  this  spirit 
that  we  request  that  you  send  the  LIBERATION 
to  our  homeroom  for  our  religion  class  so  that  we 
can  experience  the  same  joy  again  and  again.  .  . 

Although  I  am  a  five-year  drop-out  from  the 
seminary,  and  teaching  a  more  or  less  structured 
religion  class,  and  harassed  by  the  "self-righteous 
hypocrites"  proponents  of  organized  religion;  I 
am  still  requesting  a  plea  to  send  your  "new 
epistles  of  Jesus"  to  our  classroom,  regardless  of 
what  you  think  of  someone  who  is  a  social 
worker  and  Judeo-Christian  in  the  established 
order.  .  .as  you  said  in  your  first  issue,  in 
paraphrasing  it,  "I  believe  in  Jesus  not 
Christianity. .  .and  am  not  (teaching)  about  going 
to  church  or  following  the  moral  teaching  of 
Jesus  (although,  I  feel  you  cannot  separate 
Christ's  morality  from  his  humanity)".  My  class  is 
trying  to  experience  Jesus  on  a  very  human  level, 
as  he  is  experienced  in  each  of  our  lives;  student 
or  teacher,  social  worker  or  delinquent;  Jesus  is 
for  our  class  a  very  real  and  meaningful 
experience  which  we  try  each  day  to  come  closer 
to.  .  .We  have  not  found  him  in  our  textbooks  or 
prayers  or  theology;  merely  in  our  relating  to 
each  other  and  those  around  us.  .  .this  is  what  we 
are  trying  to  experience.  If  you  will  send  us  the 
LIBERATION,  perhaps,  we  can  come  nearer  to 
this  experience  on  a  human  level  rather  than  a 
ritualistic  or  theological  level.  .  .this  our  hope, 
and  you  are  our  reason  for  requesting.  .  .we  will 
be  happy  to  contribute  whatever  you  ask  of  you 
in  the  spirit  of  giving  of  ourselves  for  Jesus.  .  .and 
in  Jesus.  .  . 

In  conclusion,  I  hope  our  plea  is  answered 
soon,  as  I  only  have  a  month  to  give  my  kids 
something  more  than  pietistic 
brainwashing.  .  .please  share  with  us  your  insights 
that  we  might  become  part  of  your  revolution;  a 
revolution  which  transcends  our  structured 
existence.  .  .help  us,  brothers,  in  the  name  of 
Jesus! 

Sincerely  and  in  the  Love  and  Peace  of  Him, 

Bill  McGill 

St.  Wendelin  High  School 

2720  Custer  Avenue 

Pittsburgh  27,  Penna. 

To  whom  it  may  concern: 

I  have  read  vol.  1,  no.  1  of 
LIBERATION.  .  .WOWf  That's  what  I  call 
"GOOD  NEWS"!  LIBERATION  has  answered 
some  questions  that  I  have  had  concerning  my 
relationship  with  Jesus  Christ.  Thank  you  and 
thank  the  Lord. 

It  appears  that  LIBERATION  is  seeking  to 
answer  the  questions  that  are  asked  in  the 
following  poem: 

Poem  for  the  People 
If  the  people  only  knew— 
If  they  could  visualize- 
Just  open  their  eyes- 
Even  stop  to  think  out  loud— 
If  they  could  open  their  minds 
They  could  get  beyond. 

The  world's  a  funny  place,  you  know. 
Most  of  what  goes  on  is  rarely  funny. 

Could  the  people  understand 
In  all  their  whispered  screams 
And  colorless  dreams? 

Could  they  finally  comprehend 
If  they  could  suddenly  see 
And  suddenly  feel? 

The  world's  a  funny  place,  you  know. 
Most  of  what  goes  on  is  rarely  funny. 

Robert  Lamm,  Chicago 
(C.T.A.) 

"Most  of  what  goes  on  is  rarely 
funny".  .  .and  LIBERATION  is  definitely  not 
funny. 

Evidently  there  are  certain  people  in 
Pittsburgh  who  know  where  it's  at,  who  have 
not  only  visualized  the  truth,  but  have  put  it  in 
a  newspaper,  who  have  opened  their  eyes  and 
minds,  who  have  stopped  to  think  out  loud, 
and  who  have  reached  beyond.  I  thank  the 
Lord  for  them.  But  don't  misunderstand  me.  I 
am  not  praising  these  people;  I  am  praising  the 
One  who  liberated  them-JESUS  CHRIST. 

Right  on! 

Chip 

Shippensburg,  Pa. 
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CHRISTIANS  OF  PITTSBURGH  UNITE! 

MARCH  FOR  CHRIST 

LET  PITTSBURGH  KNOW  THAT  THERE  IS  AN  ANSWER 

HEAL  THE  CAUSE-NOT  THE  SYMPTOM 
AFFIRM  HIS  AUTHORITY 


OUR  COUNTRY  IS  OVERFLOWING 

WITH  DEMONSTRATIONS  TO  HEAL 

THE  SYMPTOMS  OF  THE  REAL  PROBLEM: 

THE  SYMPTOM  IS  MANS  INABILITY  TO  LIVE 

WITH  HIS  FELLOW  MAN 
THE  PROBLEM  IS  MANS  FAILURE  TO  SUBMIT 
TO  THE  AUTHORITY  OF  JESUS  CHRIST. 

The  march  will  be  led  by  Rev.  Arthur  Blessett. 
Rev.  Blessett  is  coming  to  Pittsburgh  as  part  of  his 
cross-country  march  from  Los  Angeles  to 
Washington,  calling  the  nation  to  "turn  to  God." 
Rev.  Blessett  left  Los  Angeles  Christmas  Day 
carrying  an  eight  foot  cross.  He  plans  to  end  his 
pilgrimage  at  the  nation's  capital  on  July  18, 
where  half  a  million  Christians  are  expected  to 
join  in  a  24-hour  session  of  silent  prayer, 
meditation,  and  fasting.  Youth  Guidance  Inc., 
Young  Life,  Teen  Tab,  Youth  for  Christ,  and 
Fellowship  of  Christian  Athletes  are  participating 
in  the  march  along  with  area  pastors  and  church 
members. 

Rev.  Blessett  will  also  lead  a  "Rally  for  Christ"  at 
the  Syria  Mosque  on  Monday,  June  8. 

June  6,  1970   2:30  Civic  Arena  to  Point  State  Park 

BROTHERS  AND  SISTERS  HEAR  THE  CALL!!! 
LET  PITTSBURGH  BECOME  A  REVOLUTIONARY  EXAMPLE 
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(continued  from  page  3) 
knew  someone  in  San  Francisco  even  if  it  was  on 
television. 

After  the  show  I  thought  about  this  woman's 
life  with  Christ.  That  evening  in  a  telephone 
booth  in  a  bar  1  telephoned  a  friend  in  N.Y.C. 
The  friend  was  not  there  but  1  was  told  where  to 
call.  The  person  on  the  other  end  of  the  line  on 
the  first  call  said:  "Where  in  hell  have  you  been!" 
"Hey,  Dwight,  we  love  you."  The  second  call  was 
to  someone  I  cared  a  great  deal  for  and  I  told  this 
person  that  I  would  come  back  on  :he  first 
available  flight. 

And  so,  next  evening  I  was  back  in  N.Y.C. 
knowing  that  some  people  really  cared  what 
happened  to  my  life  and  also  knowing  that  the 
division  of  parole  was  a  bit  upset  and  that  a  judge 
in  criminal  court  had  probably  issued  a  "flight 
from  justice  warrant"  on  me.  As  I  got  out  of  a 
taxi  in  front  of  my  apartment  building  I  heard 
someone  call  my  name.  It  was  the  Y.L.  director 
who  told  me  everything  was  going  to  be  all  right. 
The  court  charge  had  been  dropped  because  the 
seaman  never  showed  up. 

It  is  interesting  to  know  that  when  they  called 
the  case  the  Lieutenant,  realizing  that  I  was  not 
there,  got  another  person  to  answer  to  my  name 
when  it  was  called.  I  had  lucked  up.  My  friend 
went  with  me  to  the  parole  division  offices  in  the 
Wall  St.  area  and  there  I  stayed  all  day  while  they 
checked  my  story  out  as  to  where  I  had  been  and 
what  I  had  done. 

After  getting  the  Chairman  of  the  parole  board 
on  the  telephone,  which  wasn't  easy,  it  was 
agreed  that  I  was  allowed  to  stay  out  on  the 
street.  I  had  lucked  up.  .  .or  had  1?  I  went  back  to 
work  at  the  same  job  for  two  weeks  and  then 
started  new  employment  with  an  organization 
that  published  a  Christian  magazine.  This  was  late 
spring  of  1966. 


That  Fall  was  a  bit  rough.  I  was  workinp  for 
Christians  who  use  to  bug  me  a  great  deal  the  way 
they  prayed  all  the  time  and  seemed  so  happy.  I 
felt  that  my  life  was  going  no  where  and  it  was  all 
drudgery.  I  wasn't  excited  about  anything. 

At  this  time  I  was  part  of  a  planning  group  that 
was  having  a  spiritual  weekend  on  the  Lower  East 
Side  and  I  was  most  negative  about  this  because  I 
didn't  think  we  had  the  right  or  ability  to  plan 
other  people's  lives. 

Anyway  we  used  to  meet  one  evening  a  week 
and  this  particular  week  the  meeting  was  in  my 
apartment.  It  was  really  a  lousy  night  for  me. 
There  were  about  ten  people  and  one  of  them  was 
the  Y.L.  director's  wife  whom  I  thoroughly  hated 
and  I  was  waiting  her  to  comment  on  something 
so  I  could  jump  on  her.  The  more  the  meeting 
went  on  the  more  negative  I  became.  It  was 
custom  that  at  the  close  of  the  meeting  everyone 
would  pray.  I  was  the  first  to  pray.  "Christ  show 
me  the  way.  Christ  show  me  the  way."  I  didn't 
know  if  Christ  would  hear  me.  After  the  prayers 
everyone  started  to  leave.  I  was  glad  they  were 
leaving. 

After  they  had  left  I  got  ready  for  bed  and  the 
blessing  of  sleep  where  I  didn't  have  to  think 
anymore  or  concern  myself  with  this  rotten 
world.  The  next  morning  the  alarm  clock  went 
off.  I  bounced  out  of  bed  and  reached  for  a 
cigarette  and  a  strange  thing  happened.  1  started 
to  think:  "Dwight,  Christ  loves  you,  He  cares  for 
you,  your  life  and  what  happens  to  it."  I  went  to 
the  kitchen  and  put  coffee  on  and  all  the  time  in 
my  mind:  "Christ  knows  who  I  am."  As  I  shaved 
and  showered  I  was  really  thinking  about  me  and 
Jesus  Christ. 

At  the  subway  station  it  was  my  custom  to  ride 
to  work  with  a  friend  who  worked  at  the  same 
place  as  I  did.  Walking  down  the  platform  I  could 
see  her  and  I  felt  a  lot  different  about  her  this 


mominc  She  was  the  Y.L.  director's  wife  We  had 
a  great  time  going  to  work.  She  knew  right  away 
that  something  had  happened  in  my  life.  I  told 
her  what  had  happened  and  she  was  ecstatic.  As 
the  day  went  on  more  people  knew  that  I'd  "met 
the  Lord".  The  Y.L.  director,  who'd  been  praying 
for  me  ever  since  we'd  met  was  extremely  happy. 

My  life  now  seemed  to  have  a  purpose  and  a 
positive  direction.  Where  I'd  been  most  negative 
before  1  became  less.  Where  I'd  thought  my  life 
was  cheap  and  meaningless  I  now  felt  my  life 
taking  on  the  dimension  of  importance  and  for 
the  first  time  that  I  was  truly  in  this  life  and  not 
standing  on  the  perimeter. 

In  a  few  months  time  I  had  a  new  job.  I  was 
given  a  "street  worker"  position  in  the  "street 
academy"  program  which  had  recently  started  in 
N.Y.C.  The  next  year  and  a  half  was  exciting  and 
had  a  lot  of  trial  and  error.  The  high  point  was 
when  I  helped  to  start  a  Y.L.  club  in  Chinatown 
with  three  other  Y.L.  staff.  I  still  see  some  of  the 
Chinese  guys  and  gals  from  time  to  time  even 
though  I'm  not  in  that  situation  anymore. 

In  the  Spring  of  1968  I  started  to  think  about 
moving  to  Pittsburgh  and  going  on  Y.L.  staff 
there.  I'd  talked  to  the  Y.L.  director  in  Pittsburgh 
at  a  weekend  camp  and  he  asked  me  if  I'd  like  to 
make  the  shift.  Coming  to  Pittsburgh  meant 
getting  approvi  1  f  >m  the  division  of  parole  from 
both  N.Y.  and  Pennsylvania  and  this  took  some 
time.  But  in  July  I  packed  my  belongings  and 
with  some  feeling  came  to  Pittsburgh. 

The  day  after  I  finished  my  parole  I  married 
and  about  ten  months  later  became  a  father.  I'm 
forty-three  and  a  lot  has  happened  in  my  life. 

The  greatest  thing  has  been  my  confrontation 
with  Christ  and  the  great  privilege  to  proclaim 
him  to  young  people  and  sometimes  adults.  For 
me,  I  had  to  lose  my  life  to  find  it. 


?f<m  Seautc^U  7(/e  /lie 
fy  Pat  S6ifiUtt 

The  world  was  folded  in  old  newspaper  and 
handed'  to  our  generation  in  a  garbage  pail. 
Derangement  is  our  daily  bread,  our  way  of  life. 
A  dirty  (little?)  war.  .  .exploitation  of 
minorities.  .  .indifference,  prejudice, 
blindness.  .  .tin  can  values  and  automated 
emotions. 

We  are  not  alone.  We  have  no  patent  on  social 
debris.  Every  generation  inherited  related 
problems. 

Yet  there  is  a  difference.  Ours  is  the  first 
generation  with  the  potential  to  realistically 
arbitrate  its  future.  We  are  educated  and 
concerned,  and  unwittingly,  the 
industrial/military  complex  has  provided  the  tools 
of  change.  We  must  recognize  and  use  them. 

Ironically,  the  very  same  American  technology 
that  fathers  most  of  our  problems  is  responsible 
for  our  assets  as  well.  It  feeds,  clothes,  and  houses 
over  200  million  people.  Not  well  enough,  to  be 
sure,  but  better  than  any  system  in  history. 

Change  for  change's  sake  is  the  philosophy  of 
automobile  design.  It  is  not  a  valid  premise  of 
social  planning. 

Conditions  create  unrest  and  mold  a  cause.  A 
cause  gives  birth  to  motion,  a  movement  of  the 
young.  New  questions  are  sounded,  and  reply  by 
cliche  no  longer  suffices. 

So  it  is  with  our  generation.  We  gather  to 
counter  a  cold,  apathetic  Establishment  that  is 
forced  upon  us.  We  are  clean,  pure  and  beautiful. 

The  movement  spreads  and  jells  and 
strengthens.  Patterns  of  behavior  and  thought 
develop  and  are  acceptable  to  us.  Some  ideas  are 
now  dogma.  And  social  positions  in  our 
generation  are  hinged  on  acceptance  of  those 
dogmas. 

In  our  frantic  need  to  counter  the 
Establishment,  we  form  a  new  Establishment.  The 
Second  Establishment. 

We  look  and  dress  alike.  Cliches?  We  have 
enough  to  last  a  century.  "Get  it 
together.  .  .Where  it's  at.  .  .Up 
tight. .  .Heavy.  .  .Narc.  .  .The  Man.  .  .The  Pigs." 
We've  become  parrots  to  each  other. 

Free  thinking  is  as  foreign  to  us  as  to  our 
parents.  "Doing  our  own  thing?"  Bullshit! 

Drugs,  posters,  music,  underground  radio  and 
press  shape  and  reshape  our  thinking. 

Dylan.  .  .the  Beatles.  .  .the  Stones,  our 
philosophical  leaders,  are  making  financial  killings 
while  rapping  on  the  evils  of  Fat  Capitalists. 
Hypocrisy. 

The  Second  Establishment  is  as  easily 
controlled  and  manipulated  as  the  First. 

We,  the  younger  generation,  have  issued 
demands  for  change.  We  have  openly  confronted 
the  life  style  of  our  society.  That  is  good.  But  we 


have  displayed  a  lack  of  tact  and  insight.  In  our 
challenge  we  have  caused  a  wave  of  fear  and 
resentment.  We  have  polarized  our  society. 

Walls  of  hostility  have  been  erected  by  both 
establishments.  New  prejudices  have  developed 
and  free  flow  of  ideas  has  become  impossible. 
Stalemate. 

We  must  turn  the  powerful  tools  of  the 
Establishment  to  our  advantage.  We  must  learn  to 
use  the  media  of  mass  communications.  For  they, 
not  the  government,- control  the  minds  of  the 
people. 

Impersonal,  commercial  values  can  only  be 
changed  with  the  tools  that  propagate  them.  Mass 
media,  advertising. 

We  must  present  our  specific  direction  and 
objectives  in  a  way  that  can  be  digested.  The 
worth  of  our  proposals  must  be  obvious. 

It  is  our  responsibility  to  educate  our  elders.  If 
they  do  not  learn,  it  is  because  the  lesson  is 
poorly  taught,  or  the  information  is  not  worth 
knowing  in  the  first  place. 

Organization  and  funds  will  be  needed.  Selfless 
and  dedicated  individuals  will  devote  hours  of 
sacrifice  to  the  cause  of  mankind. 

Many  of  our  "beautiful"  people  will  cut  their 
hair  when  they're  asked  to  sacrifice  for  a  cause 
instead  of  just  playing  at  it.  Those  remaining  can 
then  start  to  solve  the  real  problems  of  our 
society. 

We  have  the  potential  to  improve  the  lives  of 
all  men.  But  only  if  we  stop  crying  about  our 
diseases,  stop  fixing  the  blame  on  our  neighbors. 

With  reason,  open  minds  and  hard  work,  we 
will  end  the  era  of  the  billy  club. 

The  abovewas  an  article  taken  from  an 
underground  newspaper  in  Cincinnatti  analyzing 
our  generation.  We  believe  that  reason,  open 
minds  and  hard  work  without  the  right  kind  of 
authority  behind  them  will  not  end  the  era  of  the 
billy  club,  but  are  in  fact  the  causes  of  this  era. 
Education,  organization,  and  funds  are  simply  not 
enough  to  "solve  the  real  problems  of  our 
society. "  We  need  a  better  way. 

"I  am  the  vine  itself,  you  are  the  branches.  It 
is  the  man  who  shares  my  life  and  whose  life  I 
share  who  proves  fruitful.  For  the  plain  fact  is 
that  apart  from  me  you  can  do  nothing  at  all. 
The  man  who  does  not  share  my  life  is  like  a 
branch  that  is  broken  off  and  withers  away.  He 
becomes  like  dry  sticks  that  men  pick  up  and 
use  for  firewood.  But  if  you  live  your  life  in 
me,  and  my  words  live  in  your  hearts,  you  can 
ask  for  whatever  you  like  and  it  will  come  true 
for  you.  This  is  how  my  Father  will  be  glorified 
-  in  your  becoming  fruitful  and  being  my 
disciple." 

JESUS  THE  COMFORTER 


RAP,  with  us! 


Real  people  react.  We  want  to  hear  what  you 
have  to  say  both  positive  or  negative.  We're  dead 
serious  about  Jesus  Christ.  If  you  can  dig  it.  .  .or 
if  you  can't  dig  it.  .  .or  if  you  just  need  some 
questions  answered,  put  it  on  paper  and  mail  it  to 
us.  Where  space  will  permit,  we'll  print  whatever 
you  have  to  say.  We  can't  print  all  the  letters  we 
get-  But  we'll  answer  them  all  personally.  If  you 
want  to  start  experiencing  Christ,  put  that  on 
paper  too.  .  .we'll  be  glad  to  help  you  out.  Don't 
let  apathy  be  added  to  your  list  of  hang-ups. 
React!  Rap  with  us! 

The  LIBERATION  Staff 

1309  Walnut  St. 

Pittsburgh,  Penna.  15221 
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If  you'd  like  Liberation  sent  to  you  or  your 
friends  send  your  address  in  to  the  Liberation 
office.  We're  supported  by  the  Lord.  We  don't 
have  any  organization  behind  us  other  than  Gods 
Kingdom.  We  pay  the  printers  by  what  comes  in 
through  the  Brothers  and  Sisters  who  are  led  to 
help.  The  more  funds,  that  come  in,  the  more 
Liberation  we're  going  to  be  able  to  send  out  to 
the  people.  If  you  cant  send  anything  indon't 
worry  about  it  we'll  send  you  Liberation 
anyway. 


ARE  YOU  TROUBLED? 


The  following  is  a  Note  left  on  our  desk  by  two 
brothers  from  Ohio. 

"Lord  I  believe,  help  me  in  my  unbelief."  This 
simple  prayer  marks  the  faith  we  walk  with  as  we 
journey  to  Washington  D.C.  to  proclaim  Jesus 
Christ  as  The  Prince  of  Peace.  In  the  turmoil  of 
our  age,  we  seek  solutions  for  the  symptoms  but 
fail  to  encounter  the  underlying  problem— that  of 
man's  alienation  marked  by  his  separation  from 
God  The  Father.  The  dreams  and  hopes  of  Love, 
Peace  and  Justice  only  are  achieved  when 
individuals  turn  their  eyes  to  Jesus  Christ.  Having 
been  led  to  walk  to  Washington  we  believe,  "If 
my  people  whom  I  have  named  my  own  submit 
and  pray  to  me  and  seek  me  and  turn  back  from 
their  evil  ways,  I  will  hear  from  heaven  and 
forgive  their  sins  and  heal  their  land."— 2 
Chronciles  7:14. 

We  believe  that  nothing  can  outweigh  the 
supreme  advantage  of  knowing  Christ  Jesus  our 
Lord.  For  Him  we  have  accepted  the  loss  of 
everything,  and  look  on  everything  as  so  much 
rubbish  if  only  we  can  have  Christ  and  be  given  a 
place  in  Him.  We  are  no  longer  trying  for 
perfection  by  our  efforts,  but  seek  the  perfection 
that  comes  through  faith.  All  we  want  is  to  know 
Christ  and  the  power  of  His  resurrection  and  to 
share  this  with  suffering  humanity.  We  plan  on 
being  in  Washington  on  Memorial  Day  and  extend 
an  invitation  to  all  concerned  to  join  us  at  the 
Lincoln  Memorial  to  express  our  faith  in  Jesus 
The  Prince  of  Peace! 

We  would  like  to  share  with  you  our  letter 
addressed  to  The  President  Mr.  Richard  Nixon. 
Dear  Mr.  President, 

Concerning  the  State  of  the  Nation  and 
World:  Southeast  Asian  involvement,  Racism,  and 
the  Student  Revolution. 

Peace  I  bring  to  you  my  friend.  In  the  name  of 
Jesus  the  Christ  of  Nazareth  with  faith  believing 
rise  up  and  walk.  Enclosed  is  a  crucifix  to  mark 
our  faith.  We  are  walking  to  Washington  to  bring 
the  cross  of  the  resurrection  to  exemplify  the 
Power,  Love,  and  Justice  of  God.  Please  share  this 
with  the  Nation  and  keep  the  faith,  we  will  unite 
with  the  Love  which  all  men  know.  There  are  two 
alternatives— we  shall  meanly  lose  or  nobly  save 
the  last  hope  of  earth.  Abraham  Lincoln. 

We  share  this  prayer  with  you:  "They  say  that 
everyone  has  his  own  cross  to  bear,  Lord.  And 
you  once  said,  "Take  up  your  cross  and  follow 
me."  What  do  those  things  mean?  I  think  they 
mean  that  every  person  ultimately  has  to  face  up 
to  reality— face  his  own  destiny,  his  own  calling, 
his  own  nature  and  responsibilities.  In  your  own 
life,  Jesus,  you  faced  reality  directly  and 
unequivocally.  You  incarnated  the  truth  as  you 
believed  it.  You  didn't  pander  to  any  easy  or 
obvious  popularity.  You  attacked  the  hypocrises 
of  the  human  power  structure  head  on.  You 
rejected  the  status  quo  in  favor  of  obedience  to 
the  kingdom  of  God.  And  when  it  came  to  taking 
the  consequences,  you  didn't  shy  away  from  the 
most  difficult  forms  of  torture  and  execution. 
The  way  of  the  cross  was  your  understanding  of 
your  mission  and  your  faithfulness  to  it.  The  way 
of  the  cross  seems  to  be,  for  every  individual,  the 
reality  which  dictates  his  style  of  life,  defines  his 
own  mission,  and  brings  him  into  communion 
with  You.  Help  me  to  bear  my  cross  on  the  way 
of  the  cross.  Jesus. 

We  pray  for  you,  Mr.  President  and  would 
appreciate  your  prayers  for  us.  In  the  name  of  our 
Father  in  whom  all  men  are  brothers.  Amen." 

Praise  God, 
Terry  and  Rick 

QUESTION?? 
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Are  you   troubled  by  sincere  people  who  are 
turned  onto: 

saving  your  soul 

handing  you  LIBERATION 

inviting  you  to  church 

rapping  to  you  about  Jesus 

asking  you  where  your  head  is 

praying  for  you 
Don't  let  your  mind  be  spaced  out.  They  won't 
be  around  much  longer.  The  proper  authorities 
are  going  to  take  them  away.  Action  is  going  to 
be  taken  to  put  them  in  the  kind  of  place  that 
they  deserve.  There  has  been  a  place  already 
prepared  for  them.  They  will  be  going  away  to 
another  land  -  a  Kingdom.  They  won't  be 
around  when  it's  all  over  here  on  Earth.  They 
won't  be  around  to  bother  you  any  longer. 
They  will  be  with  Jesus  forever.  When  that  day 
comes  they  will  weep  for  you,— not  because 
they  are  any  better  than  you  -  but  because  you 
belong  there  with  them  •  and  with  Him. 


j4U  We  /lie  Safiw} 

"  What  causes  fighting  and  war  among  you? 
Don't  they  come  from  the  desire  of  your  body  to 
satisfy  all  its  appetites— and  the  intention  of  your 
mind  to  let  your  body  get  its  way?  You  are 
jealous  and  you  want  what  other  people  have.  In 
order  to  get  what  you  want,  you  hate  and  murder 
(one  is  as  bad  as  the  other  as  far  as  what  it  does  to 
your  inner  being).  You  are  uptight  with  envy  and 
anger;  and  you  aren't  being  satisfied  and  aren't 
happy.  So  you  fight  and  make  war."  James  4:1,2: 

Have  you  ever  thought  that  the  uptight, 
aggressive,  brutal  person  might  be  that  way 
because  he  is  missing  something  on  the  inside? 
Have  you  ever  thought  that  your  own  anger  might 
be  wiped  out  by  a  change  inside  you  rather  than  a 
change  in  the  world? 

All  we  are  saying  is  giveChrista  chance. 


Question.  Did  you  ever  see  a  counterfeit 

ten  dollar  bill? 
Answer,  Yes 

Q.  Why  was  it  counterfeited? 
A.  Because  the  ten  dollar  bill  was  worth 

counterfeiting. 
Q.  Was  the  ten  dollar  bill  to  blame? 
A.  No. 
Q.  Did  you  ever  see  a  piece  of  brown  paper 

counterfeited? 
A.  No. 
Q.  Why? 

A.  Because  it  was  not  worth  counterfeiting. 
Q.  Did  you  ever  see  a  counterfeit  Christian? 
A.  Yes,  lots  of  them. 
Q.  Why  was  Christ  counterfeited? 
A.  Because  he  was  worth  counterfeiting. 
Q.  Was  he  to  blame? 
A.  No. 

Q.  Did  you  ever  see  a  counterfeit  radical? 
A.  No,  never. 
Q.  Why? 
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SEVEN  STANZAS  AT  EASTER 
by  John  Updike 

Make  no  mistake:  if  He  rose  at  all 

it  was  as  his  body; 

if  the  cells'  dissolution  did  not  reverse,  the 

molecules  reknit,  the  amino  acids  rekindle 
the  Church  will  fall.  . . 

It  was  not  as  the  flowers, 

each  soft  Spring  recurrent; 

it  was  not  as  His  Spirit  in  the  mouths  and  fuddled 

eyes  of  the  eleven  apostles; 
it  was  as  His  flesh:  ours. 

The  same  hinged  thumbs  and  toes, 

the  same  valved  heart 

that—pierced— dies,  withered,  decayed  and  then 

regathered  out  of  His  Father's  might, 
new  strength  to  enclose. 

Let  us  not  mock  God  with  metaphor, 
analogy,  sidestepping  transcendence; 
making  of  the  event  a  parable,  a  sign  painted  in  the 

faded  credulity  of  earlier  ages: 
let  us  walk  through  the  door. 

The  stone  is  rolled  back,  not  paper-mache, 

not  a  stone  in  a  story, 

but  the  vast  rock  of  materiality  that  in  the  slow 

grinding  of  time  will  eclipse  for  each  of  us 
the  wide  light  of  day. 

And  if  we  will  have  an  angel  at  the  tomb, 

make  it  a  real  angel, 

weighty  with  Max  Planck's  quanta,  vivid  with  hair, 

opaque  in  the  dawn  light,  robed  in  a  real  linen 

spun  on  a  definite  loom. 

Let  us  not  seek  to  make  it  less  monstrous, 

for  our  own  convenience,  our  own  sense  of  beauty, 

lest,  awakened  in  one  unthinkable  hour,  we  are 

embarassed  by  the  miracle, 
and  crushed  by  remonstrance. 


